8o           THE TALE OF  BEOWULF

The hart strong of horns, that holt-wood should

seek to                                                          1369

Driven fleeing from far, he shall sooner leave life,
Leave life-breath on the bank, or ever will he
Therein hide his head.    No hallow'd stead is it:
Thence the blending of water-waves ever upriseth
Wan up to the welkin, whenso the wind stirreth
Weather-storms loathly, until the lift darkens
And weepeth the heavens.    Now along the rede

wendeth
Of thee again only.    Of that  earth  yet  thou

know'st not,

The fearful of steads, wherein thou mayst find
That much-sinning wight; seek then if thou dare,
And thee for that feud will I guerdon with fee,
The treasures of old time, as erst did I do,     issi
With the gold all-bewounden, if away thence

thou get thee.

XXII. THEY FOLLOW GRENDEL'S DAM
TO HER LAIR.

r>(PAKE  out  then Beowulf  the Ecgtheow's
/ j     bairn:

(7 wise of men, mourn not; for to each man

'tis better
That his friend he awreak than weep overmuch.